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Author's Notes: 
Ah yes, the classic deathfic, sad that this is my first post of the new year. Angsty content matter completely 
matches with the sharp decline of my quality of life. 


So, they were probably going to go right ahead and release that shitty tape without even correcting Varg's 
mistakes. He wished he could bring himself to be surprised or disappointed, but after getting his daylights filled 
full of holes, it was hard to be shocked anymore. 

Death was a cold, wet bitch. She takes everything in her path. Well, almost everything. 

She arrived in white with smirking lips that read: 


"You're not getting out of this one." 


If Bystein could move a muscle, he'd throw the pocket knife in her direction and scream: 


"Try again some other day." 


But he was nailed there to the carpet, half-watching gore-soaked nikes disappear down the hall. Fucking 


hypocrite. scatter-brained, useless, self righteous imbecile. 


The sounds that passed through his teeth were bloody gurgles, but death understood it all the same. She 


smiles wider. Suit yourself. 


Pain is a bitter antidote to boredom, wandering the earth, he thinks that maybe its not so bad. Dystein doesnt 
know what would happen if he lived, eventually he realizes he doesn't even want to know. When he sees wisps 
of flaxen blond hair matted with something fleshy and pink, he understands with ambivalence that all dues 


must be paid one way or another, and that someday this would be true for them all. 


